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oW NOT TO DO IT IN PEKING
OR the following amusing record of an actual
experience 1 am necessarily indebted to a man
friend, as for a lady to visit an official bureau in
Peking and attempt to transact business would be
considered trifling with its dignity, and naturally what
befell her would be somewhat out of the usual course.
My friend happily recorded his experiences at the
time for a local newspaper.

“ Having been informed of the proper course to
take, and that I should do well to register my
valuable trade-mark at the central office opened for
the purpose in this city, I forthwith set about acting
upon the advice tendered, and, for the sake of others
who may. wish to learn the ropes, I now relate my
experience. .

“All foreigners who come to Peking, either on bus
ness or pleasure, reside more or less in the Legation
quarter, in and around which are located, in additio
to the Legations of the different Powers, the principal
hotels, stores, and foreign mission es-taﬁiishiifeﬁ“
The Legation area abuts on the Winter Pala

the railway stations, and the famous - Waiwt
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ROUND ABOUT PERIyg

¢ Board of Foreign Affairs,” is not far o
extensive offices of the Inspectorate.G c“er'ﬂ ¢
 maintains a large staff in Peking, are equali‘ ' Wh
the southern and business quarter of the Ta n tl}is,
But the Shangpu, or ‘ Board of Trade,’ is flotar City,
quarter, nor could I find anybody to tel} me w;? thig

was, and so, on the first day of my attempt, | here it

. - - a
abandon my prospective visit to the Registr;ltim
Department as a bad job. However, my intellig;i

native ' boy ' undertook to discover the office
provide a ricsha to convey me thither.
“So on the following day I set out upon my voyage
~ of discovery. The ricsha-man, as Peking ricsha-men
“do, bowled along at a great pace, smothering me with
dust, and whirling me through an intricate network of
alleys and narrow lanes, and twisting round corners,
over hillocks of garbage and through swamps of black
ud, at the risk of my bones, if not of my life, much
cabmen at home. They, too, prefer the by-way
highway.
nain street through which I passed was thronged
people gathered to witness the execution of &
by the lingchi process, and I had difficulty in
-way through the crowd. The event W&
ommonly interesting owing to the fact of
eing a high official. This man *
ring the disturbances in 199
amilies, and so acquired thelr
cently denounced by a woma®
assed accordingly:
¢ of th
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e%chtfcn told me that it w‘as a m?st tragi.c Spectaqg.)ﬁ
i p;escﬂbf?d process was l{tera ly carried out, the
ieces of flesh, as cut away, being thrown to the f:rowd', -_
who scrambled for the dreadful relics. In China we
are still in the Middle Ages.

« The Shangpu, after many inquiries by my ricsha
coolie on the way, was at last discovered in a back. :
street away in the north-west quarter of the city, a
three-quarter-hour run from the Legations. It turned
out to be situated in a spacious Chinese ‘ Kungkuan,”
with the customary courtyards and pavilions, all ne:
and uncommonly clean—very much more so than th
sheds in which the famous Waiwupu, or Board
Foreign Affairs, transacts the business of the Empsr
with the outside world. I had been warned that m
visit would be regarded with suspicion and cause
flutter in the official dovecotes, although I could ne
see why this should be the case, seeing that
only bent on an ordinary matter of business, and
office established ad Aoe. Still, Chfr:ese_ offici




